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The Tragedie of King Ricbarrf 

the Second , with new Additions of the Parliament 
Scene, and the depofing of King Richard, as afted hv 
his Majeftics Servants at the Globe, 4to Land* \6\ \ 
d tyj th MS. Notes &C, bj Mr. Steepens. 








_• " • ' : *' ^ * 'ftp* [[• /f> 

Enter King Richard ,Iohn of 

Gaunt , with other Nobles and 

Attendants. *^ 4 ,.^. 






King Richard • 



> LdcM» of Gaunt-, rime honoured Lancajhr, 
i Haft thou accdrding to thy oth and band, 

$ Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold Ion, 

I Here to make good the boiftrous late appeal 
5 Which then our leifure wold not let vs here, 

1 Aoainft the Duke of Norfolke, Tbo\Mm». , 
Gaunt. Ihauemy Liege. 



Gaunt. Ihauemy Liege. _ .... 

Km. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded htm 
I f he I rpeale the Duke on ancient malice, 
OrwortLiljt, as a good fubieft (liould, 



Aimde at your HighnclTc, no im>«era« "'ance. 

King. Then call them to our prefence face to fa , 

And frowning brow to brow our felues will heare 
The accufer, and the accufcd freely fpeakc . 

Hie ftomackt are they both, and fud of ire, . • 

In rage, deale as the fea, haft ie as fire. 

Enter 'Bullmgbrckc, and Mwbray. 

Bulling. Many yearesofhappieda.es befall 

My gracious Soueraignc, my moft louittg Liege, ^ 
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Mm. Each day ftill better others happinetfe, 

V mill the Heauensenuying Earths good happe, 

Adde in immortall title to your Crowne. 

King. We thanke you both : yet one but flatters vs, 

As. well appeareth by the caufe you come* 

Namely, fo appealeeach other of hightreafon. 

Coofin oi Hereford, what doft thou obied: 

Againft the Duke ofNorfolke Thomas Mowbray ? 

Bui. Firft (hcauen be the record to my Ipecch) 

In the deuotion of a Subieds loue, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appeallant to this Princely pretence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray, do I turne to thee ; 

And marke my greeting well : for what I fpcake, 

My body lhall make good vpon this earth. 

Or my diuine foule anlwere it in heauen* 

Thou art aTraitour,and a mifereant ; 

Too good to be fo, and too bad to liue : 

Since the more faire and chriftall is the skic, 

The vglier feeme the clouds that in it flie. 

Once more, the more to agrauate the note, * 

With a foule traitors name ftuffe I thy throatC 
And wilh (fo pleafemy Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tong (peaks, my right dravvnelworl may proue. 

Mow, Let not my cold words here accufc my zeale, 

Tis not the triall of a womans warre. 

The bitter clamor of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caule betwixt vs twaine : 

The blood is hot thatmuft becoold for this,. 

Yet can I not offuch tame patience boaft, 
huflit and nought at all, to lay* 

Lirlf the faire reuercncc of your highncire curbs me, 
rrom giuing reynes and fpurs to my free fpeech, 

Which elle would poftvntilLit had return d 
Thele tearmes of treafon doubled downe his threat* 
Setting afide. his high bloods royalty: ’ 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 










Ricbard the Second 

I doedefiehim,andfpitathjmj v ... . 

Call him a flaunderous Coward and a Villame. 

Which to mainline, I would allow him ods, 

Aiid meetehim, were I tideto runneafoote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where euerEnglilh man durft fet his foot .. ■ 

Meantime, lctthisdelcndnvjp^ 

Rv all my hopes, moft/alfcly doth he lie. 

gd. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage* 
Declaiming hercthe kindred of a king, 

And lay alide my high bloods royaltie; 

Which fearc,not reuerence makes th^jo except, ^ 

I f euiUie dread hauc left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take vp mine honors pawne, then uoopc * 

By that, and all therites of Knighthood elle, / 

- 

Mm. I take it.vp,and by that Sword I Swearc, 

Which gently laid my Knighthood on my Ihoulder, 

He anlwere thee in any faire degree.* 

* Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly triall. 

And when ImountaUus, aliue may 1 not light, 

It mu ft be great that can inherit vs, 

So much as ofa thought of ill in him. 

'Bui. Looke what 1 laid, my life fhall prooueittruc. 

That Mowbray hath receiud eightthoufand Nobles, 

In name of lendings, for.your Highnelle Souldioursi 
Thewhich hchath detaindforleawdunploymcnts,. 

Like afalfeTraitour and itiiurious Villaine. 

Befides I fay, and will in battaile prooue, 

Or heere, or elte where, to the furtheft V erge 

That euer wasfurueyed by Englifli eye, . 

That all the treafons forthefc Eighteene yeares .fi 

Gomplotted and contriued in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe Mowbray, their firft head and fpnng j 
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further 1 fay, and further will maincaine, ; 

Vpon his bad life to make all this good, 

That he did plotte the Duke of Glofters death, 

Suggeft his fpone bekeumg aducrfaries. 

And conlequently likeaTraitour Goward, 

Sluc'te out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood'. 
Which blood, like facrificing Abel*, cries, 

Eucn from the tongucklfe Cauerns of the earth, 

To me for iufticc, and rough chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my difeent, 

This arme fliall do it, or this life be fpent. 

King, How high a pitch his refolution foares t 
Thomas of Norfolke, what fay ft thou to this l 

Mow . Oh let my Soueraigne turne away his face, 

And b id his eares a little while be deafe, 

T ill 1 haue told this flaunder of his blood, 

How God, and good men, hatefo foule a Iyer. 

Kmg- Mowbray, impartial! are our eyes and eares ; 
Were he my Brother; nay, my kingdomes Heire, 

As he is but my fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe I make a vow. 

Such neighbour neerenes to our facrcd blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partializc 
The vnftooping firmenelfe of my vpright foule ; 

He is ourfubied Mowbray, foart thou, 

Free fpeech and fearelelFe I to thee all o\^. 

K^iove. Then Bullingbrcoke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through thefalfepailage of thy throat thou lieft : 

Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 

Disburft 1 to his highnetfe Souldiers j 
The other part referu’d I, by confent, 

Forthat my Soueraigne Liege v as in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of adeere account, 

Since laft I went to Frame to fetch his Qucene : 

Now fv\ allow dou ne that be. For Glocefters death i 
1 flew him not, but to roineowne dilgrace 
Neglcdcd my fworne duty in that cafe : 

For you my noble Lord of Lancafter, 



Bickard th<StcomL 

The honourable Father to my foe, . ■ 

n ,. re aid 1 lay an ambulh for your life , . , t 

doth vexe mygneued foule. 

Ah but ere 1 laft receiu'd the Sacrament, 

I did confetfe it, and exafkly begd 
Y ft ur Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault ; as tor the re apF* » 

Tf iiTucs from the rancour of a V illame, 

A recreant andmoft degenerate Traitouf} 

WhTch in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

And enterchangcably hurk downetkgage, ^ ; 

b . 

Fuen in the beft blood chambred in youLbofome. 

In haft whereof, mofthartilylpray 

Your hiehoelFe to afligne our trull day, . 

Y JCi»y. 8 Wrath kindled Gentleman, be rulcdby me, 

Lets pvrgethis chokrwithout letting bloud, 

This\ve preferibe, though no Phifition •• 

Deepe malice makes t i °° dee Pj : ‘ liel(l ° 1 ^ 

Forget, forgiue-, conclude, and be agreed. 

Our I Doftors fay, this is noipnth tobleed. 

Good Vnckle, let t-hisendwhcreitbegutlne; 

Week calme the Duke of Norfolke, y ou your fonne.. 

Gamu Tobeamake-peace^l^lbec^e myage. 
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolks gag . 
King. And Norfolke, throw downe h.s._ 

Gaunt. When Harrie, when?. obedience bids, 

Obedience bids I (hould not bid againe. 

Km. Ntrfo&s, throw downs wc bid, there is no boots, 

mL Myfelfe I,hrow(at e adfouera,gM;«thyfoot® 

My life thou lb alt command, but notmy (liavne . 

The one my dutieowei ; but my faitc name, 

Defpight of death that liues vpon my graue, 

To darke Dilhonorsvfe,thou (halt not haue : 

I am difgralV, impeacht, and baffuld heere ; 

Pier ftto the foukwith founders veriomdlpearc. 

The which nohtdmctan cordlbut histoeart blobd 
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Which bretchd this poyfon. 

King. Rage muff bewithdood : 

Giue me his gage; Lions make Leopards tame* 

'Mowb. Yea, but not change hisfpots;takebutmyfhame 
And Irciigncmy gage, my dearc deare Lord. 

The purcit treafure mortall times aftoord, 

Is lpotleire reputation, that aw ay ; 

Men arebut guildcdloame,ind painted Clay : 

A iewell inatenhetimesbard vp Chert, 

Is a bold Spirit in a loyall Bread. 

Mine Honour is my life, both grow in one; 

T ake honour from me, and my life is done. . 

Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour let me try, 

J n that I liue, and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin, throw vp your gage; do you begin. 

Bull. Q God defendmy foule from fuch deepe fi nne, SuA 



leM*g : 



Shall! feeme Crcft-fallen in my fathers fight f 
Or with pale begger-face impeach my hignt. 



0.1 d i yyuj 



Before this out-dardc daftard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 
Orfoundfo bafeajjarlec,nay teeth ihalltcarc 
The flauilh motiue of recanting fearc, 

And fpit it bleeding in hjs high difgrace, £j 

Where ihame doth harbour, euen i n Mowbraies face* 
King. We were not borne to fue, but to command; 
Which fince we cannot doe, to make you friends. 

Be ready (as your life (hall anfwere it) 

At Couentrie vpon Saint Lambords day : 

There fhallyour Swords and Launces arbitrate 
The fwclling difference of your fetled hate ; 

SinGc we cannot attone you, you fliall fee 
lufticedefignethe Vuffors chiualric. 

Lord MarihaU, command our Officers at Armcs, 
Bexeadie to diredthefe homeall armcs. 






Exit. 






iK.' ' • . 

Enter John of Gaunt, with the Dutchejfe of Glocefier, 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood. 
Doth monc folicite me, then jour eitclaixnes, 
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KicK&ra tut second. 

To ftirre againft the Butchers of hislife* 

But fince corredionlyeth in thole handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot corteft, 

Put wee our quarrell to tfic will of heauen ; 

Who when they fee thchower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 

Dutchejfe . Finds Brotherhood in thee no (harper fpur . 
Hathloue in thy old blood noliuing fire ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one, 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen faire branchesfpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen aredryed by Natures courle ; 

Some of thofe Branches by theDefteniescut i 
But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefier , 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

One fiourilhing Branch of his mod Royall roote 
Is craft, and allthe precious liquor fpilt. 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaues all faded. 

By Envies hand, and Murders bloodie axe* 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, that womb e. 

That mettall; that felfe mould that falhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft and breathed. 
Yet art thou liaine in him ; thou dod confent 
In fomelarge meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

In differing thusthy Brother to be flaughtred ; 

Thou fhewefl the naked path-way to thy life, 

T eaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in meane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breadcs. 

Whatlhall Ifay ? to fafegard thine ownc life, 

The bed w'ay is, to vengc my Glocefiers death. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 

His deputie annoynted in his fight, 

Hathcayfd his death 5 thewhich if wrongfully. 

Let Heauen reuenge, for Imay neuer lift 
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An angrie armeagainft his mmifter. 

Where then alas may lcomplaine my felfe ? 
CfOHnt. To God, the Widowes Champion and defence* 
Dutc, Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Gouentrie, there to behold 
Gur Coofm Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords Speare, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbrayes breaft. 

Or if misfortune millet be fir ft carrier, 

Be Mowbraies fumes fo heauie in hisbofome, 

That they may breake his foming Gourfers backc. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Coofm Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefe muft end herlife. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentrie : 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 

Butch, Yet one word more 5 grief e bound eth where it fals 
Not with the emptie hollownetfe, but weight : 

1 take my leaue before I haue begunne, 

Forforrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorkej 
Loe this is all: nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly goe, 

J fhall remember more : Bidd him * ah what? 

With all good fpced at Plafhie vifite me. 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee, 

But eraptie Lodgings and vnfurnilhtwalles, 

Vnpeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones ; 

And what heare there for welcome, but my grones? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, . 

T o feeke out forrow, that dwels euery where 5 
I)efolate, defolate will I hence and die : 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping eye. ^ Exeunt, 



Enter the Lord Marfhall and the ‘Duke A u merle. 
Mar. JVly Lord aMumerlc, is Harry Herford armde ? 
*Mumerle. Yea at all poin ts, and longs to enter in. 



flic bard the S MM. 



Mar TheDuke of Norfolke fprightfully and bold, 

Sta^^'iiftl^rummonsofthcappeUantsrnjmpet. 

Aum. Why thenthe Champions are prepared nay 
For nothing but his Maieftics approach* 

* < 2 ~he trumpet* found, and the Kingentersmth ^ N °}^V^ tn 

they are fehenter the Duke of Norfol arms defendant. , 

Km. Marfhall, demaund ofyonder Champion, 
Thecaufe of his arriuallhecre in armes, 

Askc him his name, and orderly proceed 

Tofwearehimintheiufticeofhiscaule. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings,fay who thou art, 
And why thoucommeft thus Knightly clad m armes . 
Aeainft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake truely on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath, 

As fo defend thee heauenand thy valour. , 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk „ , 

Who hither comeingaged by my oath, ; 

(WhiehGod defend a Knight fliould violate) 

Both to defend my loyaltic and truth, 

To God, my King, and myTucceedingiftiie, ^ 

Again ft theDuke of Herford thatappeaksmee. 

And by the grace of God,and this mine arme, 

To proouc him in defendingof my lelfe, 

A Traytor to my God, my King, and mee: 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen* 



^ The Trumpets found, enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

Kino. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither / 

Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And forme rly, according to our law, 

Depofehimintheiufticeofhiscaufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,& w herfore comlt thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royalllifts ? 

Againft whom cornel! thou ? and what's thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee H^auen* ^ 
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Sul. Harry of Herford, lancafter, and Darby 
Am I, who readic hearedo ftand in Armes, 

T o prooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he is a Traytor foule and dangerous, 

To God of Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar,. On paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie,as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Mar Thailand fuch officers 
Appointed to diredthefe faire defignes. 

■ 'Bui. Lord Marlhall, let me kiffe my Soueraignes hand, 
And bow my. knee before his Maieftie, 

"Eon Mowbray and my felfc are like twomen, 

T hat vow a long andwearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leauc. 

And louing farewell of our leuerall friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all dutie greets your highnefle. 
And craues to kiffe your hand and take his leaue. 

King. W e will defeend and foldehim in our arnies, 
Coolin of Herford, as thy caule is rights 
So be thy fortune in this Roy all fight ; 

Farewell my blood, which if to day thou fiiead, 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
r^4.- F°r me, i f i be gorgde with Mowbraies fpeare ♦ 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird,do I with Mowbray fight.. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you : 

Of you ( my noble Coofin) Lord Aumerle, 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death. 

But luftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englilh fcaftslo 1 regreet 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moftfweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Author of my-blood, 
Whofeyouthfullipirit in me regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 

M To reach a viiftorieaboue my head. 
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Richard the Second. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy bleffings ftecle my launces point, 

That ft may enter Mowbray es waxen coate, 

And furbifh new the name of lohniGamh 

Be fwift like lightning in the execution, 

A nd let thy blow es doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on thecaske 

Ofthyadtierie.pernitiousenemie, — 

Rowfe vpfoyyoutlffull blood, bevaliantandhue. 

Bui Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 

Mw. How euer God or fortune call mylotte, 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyaU,iuft,and vpright Gentleman : 

Neuer did captiue with alreer heart 
C a ft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 
His Golden v ncontroled Enf ranchifement. 

More then my dauncing foule doth celebrate 
This feaftof battle with mine aduerfarie. 

Moft mightie Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my youth the wifli of happy yeares. 

As gentle and as iocondastoieft. 

Go I to fight, truth hath aquietbreft. 

Kwg. Farewell (my Lord) fecurely Ielpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order the triall Marlhall, and beginne. 

Mar. Harrie of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie., 

Receiue thy Launce,andQfiddefendtby right. 

Bui. Strong as aTower in hope! cry, Amen. 

Mar , Gobearethislaunceto Thomas D. of Norfolke* 
^Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie, 
Stands heerc, for God, his Soueraigne,andhimfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfeand recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A Traytor tohisGod,hisKing,andhim. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

* Her. Here ftandeth T homas Mowbray D. of Norfolke, . 
' x|^3b 3j. ■ ‘ Ont 
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N or ncocr write* regreete>noL reconcile 



Hereford 
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Onpainc to be found falfe and recreant, 
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herford,Lancafter, and Darby, 






To God, his Soueraigne>and to him difloyall, 
Couragioully, and with a freedefirc, 
Attendingbutthefignalltobegin.t 
Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants * 
Stay, the Kinghath throwne his warder downc. 

King, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Speares^ 

And both returnebacke to their Chairesagaine: ' 

Withdraw with vs, andlettheTrumpetsfound, * 

While wereturne thefc Dukes what we decree. ** 

Draw neere and lift, ^ 

What with our Counfell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld 
cnMZi With that deare blood which it hathbeenefoftered; 

And for our eies do hatethe dire alpeft 
___Ofciuill wounds ploughdvp with neighbours fword; 

X Andfor we thinkc the;Eagle-wingcd pride, 
Ofskie-afpiring an d ambitioustho ughts 
With riual-hating Enuic fet on you. 

To wake ourpeacCxNvhich in our Cou ntries cradle 
Drawes the fvvect infant breath of gentle lleepe. 

Which fo rouzd vp with boyftrous vntunde dummies. 
With harfli refounding trumpets dreadfullbray, 

And grating Ihocke of wrathfull yron armes. 

Might from our quiet confines frightfairepeace, 

And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood ; 

Therefore we banifh you our territories. 

You Coofin Her ford, Vpon paine of life. 

Till twice fiuc Summers hauc enricht our field. 

Shall not regreete otirfaire Dominions, 
but tread the ftranger pathes of banifhment. 

^/. Your will be done; this mu ft my comfort be, 

1. hat Sun that warmes you hecre, fhall fliinc on me, 

And thofe his golden beanies vnto you heere lent. 

Shall point on me, and guild my banilhment. 

T/"' c ^ e r ^ niaines a heauier doome, 
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mcDuro we aecotux* 
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AifdaUvnfookt for from your highnelte mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fodeepea mayme. 

As to be caft foortli in the common ayre, . 

Haue 1 deferued at yourHighnclfe hands: 

language I haue leamh thefe fome yearn. 

My natiuc huglilli now I muft forgoc. 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Than an vnftringed violl or a harpe, 

Orhke.acunningmftrumentcalde v| , 

?»S^Stlwmohie. 

V^thin my mouth you haue ingayldmy tongue, 
Doubly picuUift with my teeth and lippes, fe. 

And dull vufeelmg barren ignorance 
Is made my layler to attend on me s 
1 am too old to fawne vppon a Nurte, 

To farre in yeares to be a . 

Km, Itbootesthce notto be companionate, 

To dwell in folemne Ibades of endkile night. 

Kini Returne againe, and take an oath with tnce, 

I ay on our Royall Sword your baniiht hands. 

Sweare by the dutie thaty’owc to God, 

(Our part therein we banilh with your lelues) 

To k$epe the oath that wc admmifter ♦ 

You neuer (hall, lohclpey ou truth and Ciod, 
Embrace each others loue in banilhment, 
xt unnn rach others tace, 
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Thislouing temped: 6fypur home-bred hate. 

Nor ncuer by aduifed purpofcmeetc. 

To plotte,contriue,or complotany ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftate, our fubie&s, or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. • . 

< -Mow. And I, to keepe all this. V : 

Bui, Norfolke,fo fare as to mine enemie ; 

By this time,had the King permitted vs. 

One ofour foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banilht thisfraile Sepulchre of our flelh, 
Asnowourffeih is baniffit from this land. ': tM 

Confeife thy treafons ere thoti fly the Real me, 

Sii ice thou haft farre to goe, beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Aiaw. No Bullingbrooke, if eu$r I were Traytour 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life, 

And 1 from Heauen banilht, as from hence j 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know, 
Andalltoofoone (Tfeare) the King Ihallrew* 

Farewell (my Li ege) now no way can I ftray 
Saue backe to England, all the worlds my way 
King. Vncle, cuen in the. glaffies of thine eics, 

1 lee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpe<ft 
Hath from the nuinberof his banilht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Wintersfpent 
Returne with welcome home from banilhment 

Bui How long a time lies in one little vvordi 

Foure lagging'Winters, andfoure wanton Springs 
A , Bnd m ongyvord ; fuch is the breath of Kings 

, u ^ mt ; 1 r J?anke my Liege, tha t in regard of mee. 

He fliortens foureyeares of my Sonnes exile.j 
•butlirtle vantage (hall I reape thereby : 

Forerethe lixeyeares thathchath tofpend * 

Gan change their moones,and bringtheir times about. 
My oyle-dryed Lampc,and timebewafted light 
Shall be extin ft with age and endlefTe night! 

My inch of taper u ill be burn t and done! 

Andhhndfold Death not let me fee my fonne. 
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Richard the Second* 

rr whv Vnckle,thou haft many yeares toliuo. ^ 

A^ 1C d tducke ntghts from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou canft bdpeTime to furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage. 

Thy word is currant with him lor my death, 

Butdead, thy kingdomecannotbuy my breath. 

kL Thy Sonne is banilht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, a party, verdid gaue, 
whv at our lufticefecmft thou then tolowre . 

W S°Tbm 8 sfwceuo ,aft prooue in dig C ft, 0 nfowt e . 

1 You vrgeme as a ludge, but I had rather 
^ you would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

+ Oh had’t beenaJkanger,0^mj^il^ 

T^fmooth his fault I would hauc been more rnddfi • ■- 

Apartiall (launder fought Ico auoyde, ^ 

And in the lentence my owne lifedeftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when forne of you fliould lay, 

I was too ftmft to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leaue to my vnwiUing tongue, 

Again ft my will, to do my felfe this wron g. 

Km. Coofen fareweU,and Vncklebid him fo ^ 

Sixey cares wcbanifli him, and he Hull go. , 

b ‘J u , Goofin farewell j what pretence muft not know 

From whereyou doc remainc,let Paper (how. 
c Mar. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will r 

«hou hoard thy word* 

That thou returned no greeting to thy blends . 

Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office Ihould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt, Thy griefc is but thy abfencc for a time. 

*Bul. loyabfent, griefc isprefentfor that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters J they are quickly gone. 
Bui. To men in icy, but griefe makes one howre ten. 

r Gaunt. Call it a trauaile that thou takft for plealure 

T . ™ But. 
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IT he T ragedte of 

**£ C M ? ^cartwill figh when Imifcallitfo, 
Which hnds it an inforced pilgrimage. 
v §***' The fullen pallage of thy weariefleps 
Blteeme afoyle wherein thou art to fet, 
Theprecious lewell of thy homcreturnc. 

^ ayrather cuer y tediousJLride I make, f 
Willbut remember me what deale of world 
I wander fro m the Jewels that f Inn^ 
Mu[UnotIe^ 

Ttnorren pailageS) an d in the end, 

Hau ing myfreedoroe,bo afl of no thin g dtp , 
outthatjjvas ajourney-m an t o g riefe j 
Gaunt. All places that the eie otheauen vifites. 
Are to awifeman ports and happy hauens, 
Teachtliy nece flitie to reafon thus . 

Ther e is no v ertue like necellit ic : 

Thinke not tEe King did banifh thee 
But_thou the King, who doth the heauier fit, 
Whereitperceiuesif is but faintly borne: 

Oo, fay I i enaheefoorthto purchafe honour. 

And not the King exilde thee , or fuppofe 
Deuourmgpeftdencehangs in ouraire,. 

And thou art fly mg toaTrelhercllmcT 

tekeyjutthyfoule holds deaigdmg^f lt 

To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou comeft - 



Forgnarlmeforrow harhlelTe power to bite 
- h _ e ™ a " f h « mock es at it and fetsitliphr. 

P h wh<3 c ™ ho l d afi " *n his hand. 

By think ng oq the frofty Caucafus l 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,. 

By bare imagination ofafead ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking on fantaftickliimmers heat ?• 

4j a no > f n e apprehenlion of the good 

r ^ l m. , &uxJ l 25^Jk & ~ ala 
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xtchorathe Second „ 

. 0 Giuebut the greater feeling to theworfe; 

pcliforrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
Then when it bites, but lanchcth not the foare. 

Gamt. Come come my fonne, lie bring thee on thy way 

Had I thy youth and caufe, I would not day. 

Bui* Then England* ground farewell, fweetfoile adiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfethatbcares meyet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft ofthislean. 

Though banilhtyet a true borne Englilhman.^ Exeunt^ 






'f' Enter the King with B ujhie, &c*at one dor e, 
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Lord Aumerle at the other* 

King . Wee did obferue, Coofln Humerle, 

How farre brought you high Hcrford on his way l 
' Aum. 1 brought high Herford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there llelt him. 

King. And fay, what (lore of parting teares wcrelhed ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde, 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, _ __ 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
/y ,,,r Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King* What faid your Cooiin when you parted with him 
Au* Farewell) & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
(hould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 

To counterfaite opprefsion of fuchgriefe, 
uer} That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres, 
And added yeeres to his fliort banilhment, 

He (hould haue had a volume of farewels .• 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofln, but tis doubt, 

When time (hall call him home from banilhment. 

Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends. 

Ourfelfe and Buihie, * * ■&&&£. a rf&h* 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people, 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, • 

Withreuerence he did throw away on flaues, 

C % Wooing 
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Wooing poorc Craftfmen with the craft of fmiles 3 
And patientvnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twcre to banifh their atteds with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrey -men, my louing friends, 

As were our England in reuerlion his, 

And he ourfubieds next degreein hope. 

Greene. Well, he is gone, 6c with him go thefe thoughts. 
Now for the Rebels which ftand out in 1 reland. 

Expedient mannage muft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highnefte Ioffe. 

King, , We will ourfelfe in perlon to this Warrc, 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court 
Ahdliberalllarges,are grownefoniewhatlighti 
Wee are inforft to farme our Roy all Realme, 

The reuenue whereof lhall furnifh vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come fhort, 
Ourfubftitutesathomefhalihaue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich. 
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummesof Gold, 
And fend them afterto fupply our wants, 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter "Bujbie with nerves', ^ 

Bufb. Old Iohn of Gaunt is grie uous fickc, my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port haft 
T o intreate your Maieftieto vifite him. 

King Where lies he? 

Bujb * At A/yehoufc. 

Kmg. Now put it (God) imothePhifitions mind. 

To helpehimtohi* graue immediately : 

The lyning of his Coffers fhall make coates, 
TodeckeourSouldicrsfor thefe Irijh Warres. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifite him. 

Pray God wc may make haft, and come toolate : 

•Amen. Exeunt, 

# e. /, 
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Richard the Second. . 









(cue* 



a sj C'T~ c ' *• M 

rllt. V« niyo« Sfe nor ftnue^ot with your breath 

^ 0 &utrt. ^hfbut^hey of dying men, 

fpent in vaine, 

Fortliey breath truth that breath their wordsin paine, 
hat no more muft fay, is liftened more 
?hen they whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe. 
m V are mens ends mar kt, then their hues before : 

Sr^andMuficke^^ ? 

Asorayfesof his_ftatc: then there arefound 

LafciuiousMeeters,towhofevenomfound 

The open eareof youth doth alwaies liften. 

Report of falhions in proud/ta/w, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apilh nation 

Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vamtic, 
c k e new, there’s no refped how vile, 

Tliat is 11^ quickly buzd into his eares ? ^ 

Then all too late comes Counfell to be hear , 

— Where Will doth mutime with Wittes regard^ 
a him whofe way himfelfe will choofe* 

Tisbreath thou lackft, and that breath thou wilt loofe. ' 

Gaunt. Mee thinks 1 am a Ptophet new infpird. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell of him ; 

His ralh fierce blaze of riot caijnot laft : 

. For violent fires foene burne out thcrofelues, 

Small fhowerslaft long, but fodaine ftormes are fliort 
Hdtires betimes, that fpurs too taft betimes. 
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VV ith eager feeding food doth choke the feeder. 

Light Vanitie, infatiatc cormorant. 

Cornu ming meanes flfcne ’prt^es vpon it felfc j 
ThisRoyaiithrone ofKings, this Sceptred lie. 

This earth of Maieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter Eden,demieParadice, 

This Foretrelfe built by Nature for her felfc, 

Againft infc&ion, and the hand of Warre $ 

This happy breed ofMen, this little World, 

This precious Stone fet in the Siluer Sea, 

Which ferueu^sit in the office of a Wall, 

Oras a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

^8^ Hie e nuie oflelle happier lands : 

This blelledplotte, this Earth, this Realme,this England, 
fmsNurie, this teeming worn be of RoyallKings, ° 
reard by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowned in their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian fcruice and true chiualrie. 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborne Iewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfome, bleiTed Maries fonne : 

1 his Land offuch deare foules, this deare dearelarid * 
JJeare for her reputation through the world, 
is nowleaced out (I die pronouncing itj 
Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. 

•England boundin with thetriumphantSca, 

Whole rockie ffioare beates backe the enuious fiege 
w . L a T tr { ^P tuIle > lsno w boundin withfhame, 

Th ^ p nkl i C bl , ot . tes > and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That Eng and that was wont to conquer others. 

Hath made, Ihamcfull conqucrtof it felfc : 

Ah would rhe fcandall vaniffi twith my life. 

How happy theii were my enfuing death 
ior*e t l he King is come, deale mildly with hfs youth. 

Foryoungl^Coltsbeingragde.doragetCote. ’ 

Enter the King anti ^ueene, &c, 

UEeene,H m fares our noble Vncle Lancafter? 

nA-f ^U^Ut.Ji* : ruatc % Gaum 



Rickard the Second, 

raunt O how that name befits my compofition, 

And who abltaines from meate, that is not gaunt 2 

KsasBri-sw... 

And therein, faffing haft thou made me gaunt, 

G aunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

VVhofe hollow wombe inherits noughthnt bones. 

Kin. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ? 
Gaunt. No, miferie makes fporttomockeitlelfe. 
Since thou doff feeke to kill my name in me, 

O mocke my name (great King) to Hatter thee. 

Km. Should dying men flatter thofe that liue 2- 
Gaunt. No, no, menliuing flatter thofe that die. 

Km Thou now a dyingfayff,thou ftattercll me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou diefl, though I the ficker be. 
Km. I am in health, I breath, I fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me, knowes Ilee thee 1% 
111 in my felfc to fee, and in thee feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no letfer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

And thou too carelelTe patient as thou art. 

Commit!! thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Philitions that firfl wounded thee: 

A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compare is no bigger then thy head* 

And yet inragedm fo fmall a verge, 

The wafte is no whitleller then thy Land : 

Oh had thy Grandlirewith aProphets eye, 
Seenehowhis Sonnesfonneffioulddeflroy his tonnes. 
From foorth thy reach he would haue layd thy ffiame, 
Depoling thee beforethou wert polled, 

Which art polTeft now to depofethy felfe. 

Why Coofin wert thou regentofthe world, 

It were a ffiame to let this Land by Leafe i 
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' Is tZt ^^"dcmoytcgbutthisland, 

iMtnotn °re then lhame to Ihameitfo * 

Land-loru of England art thou now not nhrTCmn 

I& ,U ' v ‘ sb0 " d - ,Uuc 

— A **"£• . ^2 lunatick leane-witted foole 
Pi el ummg on an Agues priuiledge, 

/ /< P‘^ e ^ WIt ^ *hy frozen admonition 

“ r ’ ^&^t^ bl00d 

ow y my Seates right Koyall ma ieffie 

jig z^Sn P° 0d llke thePellican 

— - ^ M^S nd / UI ; ken ^ ^owfl : 

Sfc£S&»* 

pSE^F- 

S^st-feSSs'* 

To ^ward a „ d ^ c i^P^hiiword, 

A‘ArteteL^'S fehfc . s 
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■• MchUdtfo Stand, 

jfed., My Liege, old^rw commend, bim toyxm 
x,w. Whatfayeshee? .; . , * o . . - (Maicftic. 

^tpNothmgjallisfaydj _ 

His tongue is now a ftringlclTe inftrument, . . . 

Words, life, and all, old Lancafier hath fpent* >. 

- r ^ e . Be r^ the next that mull be banckrout to. 

Though Death he poorest ends a mortal! wo. s 
Kw, The ripeft Fruite firft fallcs and fo doth he } 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mu ft be : , 

So much for that. Now for our Irijb Wanes 
We mull fupplant thofe roughrug-headed kernes. 

Which line like venome, where no venomc clfe 

Butonelythey, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And forthefe great affayres do askefome charge, 

Towards ourafsillance we dofeazeto vs. 

The Plate, Coyne, Reuenewes, and moueables 
Whereof our V ncklc Gaunt did (land polled. 

Torke. How long (hall I be patient ? Ah how long 
Shall tender ductie make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Giocefters death, nor Herfords bamlhment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wroags. 

Nor the preuention ofpooreBullin gbrookc 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace, 

Haue euer made me fower my patient checke, 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face : r ^ 

I am the lad of the noble Emards Sonnes,* 

Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was hrft. 

In Warre,was neuer j Lion rage more fierce; 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman t 

His face thou haft, for euenfolookt he, - 

Accompl>ft>twith anumberofthy houres.; ^ 

But when he frownedjiclaasagainft the French,. ! 

And not again!! his Friendes his noble hand 

Did winne what he didTpend, and fpent not that 

Which histrinmphantF athers hand hadwonne ; 

• His hands wereguiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with theenemifes of his kinne. 

D ^ 
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The Trageatc of - 

Oh Richard ! York* is too farre gone with griefc, 

Or elfe he ncuer would compare betweenc. 

King. W hy V ncle, whats the matter i 
Torkc. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe. 

If not, I pleafd, not to be pardoned, am content withall : 
Seeke you to feize and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of banilht Herford ? 

\s not Gaunt dead? and doth notH«/<Wliue.* 

Was not Gaunt iuft ? and is not Harry truei 
Did not the one defcrue to haue an heyre.? 
Isnothisheyreawclldcferuingfonnei - «•; 

T ake Herfords right away, and take from time. 

His Charters and his cuftomarierights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy fclfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequence, and fucceffion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, ) » 

Ifyoudoe wrongfully feize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 
By his attourniesgeneralltofue 
His liuery, and deny his offered homage, 

Y ou plucke a thouland dangers on your head. 

You loofe a thoufand welldifpofedhearts, 

And pricke my tender patience tothofe thoughts. 

Which honour and allegeancecannot thinke. 

King. Thinke what you will, we feize into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money and his Land. 

Yorks . He not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 

What will enfue heereof, thcr’s none can tell : 

But by bad courfesmay be vnderftood, 

That their events can neucr fall out good. Etch, 

King . Go Bulhie, to the Earle of Wiltlhire ftraight, 

Bid him repayrc to vs to Elje houfe, 

Tofee this bufineffe : to morrow next 
/ We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow j 
And wee create in abfence ofourfelfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke, Lord Gouernour of 'England $ 

For he is iuft, audi^aies loued vs well; 

Come 








Richard the Second. 

Come on ourQueene, tomorrow muft we part, 

Be merry, for bur time offtay is ftort. 

Txtunt King and Queens. Manet North, 
^/weULofds, the Duke of Lancafter.s dead. 

rff'Andliuingtoo, for now hisfonncis Duke. 

north Richly »n both, if luff ice had her right. 

gr«., ba t i tr ab ra kew..hfilcn«, 

^^^b.^Na^fpeli'tby 1 mind l^^ere Ipeak more, 

Rtffe, N o good at all, that I can doe for him * 

Vnleffe you call it good, to pitty him, 

I n him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land: 

The King is not himfelle, but bafely led 
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^teS'^to.biywiUinfont.e, .. 

"Meerely in hate againft any of vs all, 

ThatwiUtheKing feuerely profecute 

Againft vs, our liues, our children, and our hcires. 

JL/X The Commons hath he pMwith gneuous ta«s, &£& 

And quite loft their hearts. TheNobles hath hefind 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

tVilloHgh. And dayly new exaftions are deuild. 

As Blancks,Beneuolences, and I wot not what. , ^ 

North. ButwhataGods namedoth become of this . * * * 

IVtllo Warrcs hath not Wafted it; for W arr d he hath not, 2 a /A*. 

But bafely yeildedvponcompromife, : 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes . - - 

More hathhefpent in peace, then they in Warrcs. 

Kpffe. The Earle of Wiltlhire hath the Realrne infarme. j sf 

m, TheKing's gtownc bandcrout like a broken man. 
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North. Reproach and defoliation hangcth ouer him. 

Roffe. He hath not Money for thefe Irifi Warres, 

His burthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing ofthe banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kirtfman mod degenerate King : 

But Lords, we heare this fearefulltempeftfing, 

Yet leeke no firekcr to auoyde the ftormc. 

Wefcethe Winde fit fore vpon our Sailes, . 

And yet we ftrikcnot,butlecurely pcrifh. 

Rofff. We fee the very Wrackethatwemuftfuffer, ■ 

And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fuffering'fo the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Not fo,cuen through the hollow eies of death, 

^rj±* 2 .o I efpie life peering; but 1 dare not fay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 
jf vil. Nay let vs lhare thy thoughts, as thou doll: ours. 
Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe ; and fpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I hauchom Le port bla» 

(A Bay in Britain) receiudc intelligence. 

That Harry Duke of Herford, Raynoli L. Cobham, 

That late broke from the Duke of .Exeter 

His Brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir lohn Ramfton, 

Sir Iohn Norberie,iir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coincs 
All thefe wellfurnilhed by the t)uke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warrc, 

Arc makinghither with all duecxpediencej 
And fliortly meane to touch our Northern (hore, 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
The fir ft departing of the King for Ireland'. 

If then we fhall (hake olf ou r Cou ntries, flau ifh yoke, 

Imp? out our drowping Countries broken v^ing, 

* Kedeenie from broken pawne the blemifht Crowne, 

'<L jyfr J Wipe of the duft thatEidcs our Scepters guilty . 

And make high Maieftielooke like it felfe, . i - 
Away with mein poll toRauenfpurgh; s 
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Richard the Second* 

Rut if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 

S.a'/and n them that feare. 

iSV^Schaddc, 

Yoowomi® whin you parted with At King, ^ ^ 

To Uy atide halfe-harmmg heauineffc,. 

Saui bidding farewell to fo fwcete a gueft, 

Asmy fweete Richard: yet agameme thinks 
Somevnborne Sorrow ripe m Fortunes wombe, 

M S hc Shl p bS 4 - . 

Which ill ewes like griefe itfelie, butis not fo: .*•. 

For* Sorrowes eyts glazed with blindingteare.s, - ■_> ^ 

Deuides one thingentire to many objeds^ . 

Like perfpeftiues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shw nothing but confufion, eydeawry, > ; 

mhnguiili forme : fqyour fweete Maieftic, 

Lookinsawry vpon your Lords departure, 

Mha|esof griefe mote . 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught put.lhad^^ . ^ 

Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious <^ ecnc -f . ot 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is n 

Or if it be, tis with falfc Sorrowes.gyfiS> . lleepe? ^ 

Which forthings true, weepesthingsima^nariet 

Queene. It may be. fo ,but yet my inward S 
Perlwadesme it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad ; foheauiefad, 

As though on thinking on, no thought I *tn _> 

Makes mewith heauie nothing faint W4.% r » l «< 
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Tis nothing blitconccite (iny gracious Lady } 

_ Quecne. Tisnothinglelle, Cohccireis ihUderiude ' 
From fomc forefather Griefe, mine is not Co j 
For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe, 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 gricue, 

Tis in reverlionthat 2 doe pofletfe : 

But what it is, thafcis not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name, tis namelelfewoe I wor. # . * ^ ^ 4**4 
Greefte. God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlemen. 

I hope the King is not yet Ihipt for Ireland, * 

Queen:. Why hopeft thou fo i tis better hope he is, 

/Ltd A *!- For his defignes craue haft, hishaft good hope : 

Then wherefore doft thou hopehe is not fliipt ? 

, Greene, That he our hope might haue retirdehis power 
And driuen into deipairean enemies hope, r 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in thisland. 

The hixiiCatRuIitngbrooke repeales himfelfe, 

And with vplifted armes is lafeariude at Rauentbureh. 

Queene. Now God in heauen forbid. S 

Greene. Ah Madam, tis too true; and that is worfc* 
TheLord Northumberland, his young SonH. Percic, 

The Lords of Roire,Beaumond, and Willoughbie, 

With all their powerfull friends, are fled to him. 

Bujh, Why haucyou not proclaimd Northumberland 

And the reft of the revolting faftion, traytours i 
Greece, Wehaue, wherevpon the Earle of Wcrcefter, 

Hath broke his StafFe, refignd his Stewardfhip, 

And all the houlhold feruants fled with him to Bulltmbroke 
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"'ulhngbrooke, my forrowes difmall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodieie. 

And 1 a gafping new ddiuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe, /orrow to forrow ioynd* 

*Bujb. Difpaire not Madam# 

^neivie. Who (hall hinder me? 

I will dilpaire and be at enmitie 
With couetous hope, he is a flatterer, 

A par aft te, a keeper backc of death, 

V. V WilA 
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Richard the Second* *■' 

who cihtly would difloluethe bands oflife, 

Whir h falfe ho pe linge rs in extremine. 

Greene. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke, 

Queene. With fignes ofWarre about his aged necke; 

Ohfull ofcarefullbufineire arehis lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fakefpeakc comfortable words. _ ] 

V rorke. Should I do lb, Ilhould belymy thoughts*. £ ►' srv ** " 

Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing liues but erodes, care, and gnere. 

Your Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilft others come to make hiniloofe at home t 
Heere am 1 left to vnderprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupportmy fe>te» 

Now comes the ftekehoure that his furfet made,. 

Now (hall he trie his friends that flattered him. 

Serum g. My Lord, your fonne was gone before 1 Carnes' 

Torke* He was, Why Co ; go all which way it will: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arc colds 
And will (I feare ) reuolt oh Herfords fide, 

Sirra, getthectoPlafliic to myfifter Gloceller, 

Bid her fend me prcfently a thoufand Pound* 

Hold take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord,l had forgot to tell your Lordlhip, 

To day I came by and called there; 

But 1 iball grieue you to report the reft. 

Torke * Whati'ftknaue. 

Ser. An hourc before I came, the Dutchefle died. 

» Torts. God for his mercy 1 what a tide ofwocs . 

Comes rufhing on this woefull Land at oncei 
I know not what to doe. I would to God ^ 

(Somyvntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cutpf my head with my brothers. . j 

What, are there two Pofts difpatcht for Ireland; ^ 

How fball we doe for money for thefe Warres 1 
Come Sifter, Coofin I would fay pray pardon me * 

Goe fellow, get thee home,prouide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there,. 

Gentlemen, will you goe muftcr men 2 
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J f I know how of which way to order thefc affayrct* 
Thus diforderlythruft into my hands, ... 

N cucr beleeue mee *. both are my. kinfmen ; 

T‘one is my Souerainge, whome both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : t'other againe, 

Is my kinfmart,whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom Confcience and my Kindred bids to right. 

Well, fomewhat wc muft doe : come Coofin, ' 

lie diipofe of you * Gentlemen, goc mufter vp your men. 

And meeteme prefcntly at Barckly; * 

I ihould to Ptafhie too, but time will not permit : 

All is vneuen, and euery thing is left at fixe and feauen. 
Exeunt T)uke, & J2ueene : ntanent BuflAe and Greene. 
Eu[h. The Wind iits fairc for newes to go f of _Ir eland. 
But none returncs. Forvstolcuiepowcr 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpoffible. 

Greene. Befides, our neerenefte to the King in loue; 

Is neere the hate ofthofe louc not the King. 

Bag. And that is the wauering Commonsifor their Ioub 
Lies in their Purfes, and whofo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate, 
j' Bufb. Wherein the King Hands generally condemn’d. 

Bag. If iudgementlieinthem, then fo do we* 

Becaufe we euer haue been neere the King. 

/3ri*t<r/x Greene. Well, I will forrefuge ftraight to Brift. Caftle, 
The Earle of Wiltfhire is already there. 

Bufb. ThitherwilladHI withyou, -for little office' ' 
Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs, 

Exceptlike Currcs, to teare vs all in peeccs : ' 

Will you goe along withvS ? . . . 

Bag. No, I viiWio Ireland lohis Maieftie J 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, - 

We three heere part, that neere fliali meete againe. v 
Bufb. Thats as r^thriuesto beat back t Bullingbrook* 
Greene. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinkingOceans dry, 

Whereone on his fide fights, thoufands will flie : 

Farewell at once, for once, for all and cuer... V 

JAj* Urt*. vJA /i. Jo fluff,. 



Richard the Second. 

Bufb. WeU,wecmaymccteagaine. 

Bag. I feare me neuer,^. nu. j'fJj 

Enter Hereford: Northumberland. 

Bull . How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now ? 

North . Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger in Gloceller/hirc, c 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, uNe. 

Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome. 

And yetyour faire difeourfe hath beene as fugar. 

Making the hard way fweet and delectable : 

But I bethinkemewhatawearieway, 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotlhail will be found, , 

I n Rojfe and Willoughby wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
1 Thetedioufndleandproceireof my trauell; 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to hatte 
The prefent benefite that I potfelfe, 

And hope to ioy is little leflein ioy, 

Then hope inioyed : by this the wcarie Lords 
Shall make theirway feeme fiiort,asminehath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much letfe value is my company, 

Then your good words. But who comes heere i 
Enter Harry Percie. 

■North. It is my fonne, young Harrie Petfie, 

Sent from my brother Worcefter whenfoeuer : ja 

Harry, how fares your Vncklc ? (of you 

Per, I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 

North, Why ? is he not with the Queene ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hath forfookc the Court, 

Broken his ftaffe of office, and difperft 
The houfiiold of the King. 

North. What was his reafon ? he was notfo refolu'J, 

When laft we fpake together. /<’cUaJ j 

H.Per. Becaufe your Lordfhrp was proclaimed traitourj 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Herford , 

And fent me ouer by Barckly todifeouer, 
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What power the Duke of Yorke had leuicd there. 

Then with dirc&iom 5 to repaire toRauenfpurgh. 

North. Hauc you forgot the Duke ofHerford, boy ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne'reLd id remember, to my knowledge 
1 neuer inmy life did looks on him.. 

North . Then learnc to know him now, this is theDuke. 
H. P. My gracious Lord, I .tender you my.ferui.ee, 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder dates ihallripen and confirme 
To moreapproued feruiceand defart. 

Bui* I thanke thee gentle Percie, andbe fure, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfefo h.appy. 

As in a fouleremembring my good friends : . 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc T 
It fhallbe ftill thy . true lou.es rccompence,- 
My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepes good old Yorke there with his men of Warrc ? 

H. P. Thereftands the Caflleby yon tuft of trees, 
Matin'd with three hundred men, as I hauc heard; 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, 'Barkley, and Seymor , 
Noneelfe of name and noble eflimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and Willoughby* 
Bloudy with fpurring, fierie red with haft. 

Bui, W elcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues 
’ A haniflit Traitour : allmytreafurie 
J s yet but v nfclt thanks, which more enricht, 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe. Your prefence makes vs rich, rnoft nobleXord. 

Wil. And farrefurpounts our labour to attaine it. 

'Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore, 
Which. till my infant fortunecomes toyeares, 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes heere ? L 

Nor. It is my Lord of Barkeley,asl guefte. 

Burch. My Lord of Herford, my melfige is to you. 

Bui MvLord,myanfwereis toLancajler, 

Aftd J am come to fc.eke that name in England, 

- And .. 
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And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark- Mi ftake me not my Lord, t’is not my meting 
To race one title of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will. 

From the rnoft glorious of this land, 

T he Duke of Yorke , to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Armes? 

Bui. I ihall not need ttanfport my words by you. 

Here comeshis Grace in perfon : My noble Vnckle LA jr**** 

Y orke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 

Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

Bui. Mygrac’ous Vnckle i 

• Yorke. Tut,tut,graceme no grace, nor Vncklemeno ^ 

I am no traitours V ncklej and that word'Grace ( Vnckle, 

In anvngracions mouth, is but prophane : 

Why haue thole banilhtand forbiddenlegs 
Darde once to touch a^duft of England* ground ? 

But morethen why l Why haue they dardeto march 
So many miles vpon her peaeefull bofomc, 

Fryting herpale-facde'Villages with Warre, 

And oftentationofdefpifed Armes ? 

Comft thou becaufc th'annoynted King is hence? 

Why fooliflr boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power-: 

Were 1 but now Lord of fitch hot youth, r/mJ /ft* 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thv f elfe. 

Refcued the Blacke Prince that young Mars of men. 

From foorththerancks of many thoufands French, 

O then how quickly lhould this arme of mine, 

NowprifoHertothe Paulfey, chaftifethee, 9 /**£y_ 

And miniftercorredlion to thy fault J 

Bui. My gracious Vnckle, let me know my fault, 

• On what condition ftands it, and wherein l 

Yorke. Euen in condition of the worft degree, 

In grolfe rebellion, and detefted treafon : 

Thouartabanifht man, and heere art come ? 
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